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"Oh! Oh! Oh!" screamed auntie; for this was
worse to her than any breach of promise.
Blanche gave one panic-stricken look at father
and ran out the back way. She had not run for
weeks, her heart pounded so that she almost
choked on every step; she dragged herself up the
stairs to the deSouzas' flat to find Robert, and
there on the dark veranda in Robert's arms, she
sobbed out all the story.
"And I daren't go back, for this time father will
beat me. And we shall have nothing to eat be-
cause I burned it all, and auntie is so angry, but
I didn't mean to, Robert. I didn't mean to, but
he was hurting Rosa. I had to leave her, and by
now he may have killed her," said Blanche luridly;
and though neither she nor Robert were very
brave, they went downstairs together.
But father had done nothing. He had simply
looked at the burning letters as if he, too, were
going to cry. "I might have got you five thousand
rupees," he said piteously. "Never have we had
a chance before like this, and you girls have
ruined it all. You will take no notice of me, and
now you have lost us five thousand rupees. No
notice. You never have. Now see what you have
lost."
"There now!" said auntie. "Haven't I always
told you that? You don't treat your father pro-
perly."
"We couldn't do a thing like that," called Rosa
from the bedroom, where she had fled. "There are
some things we can't do even for money,"